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guage and it reminded me of my midshipman days. We won the
race easily after a very pleasant sail in a nice breeze.

The Short Singapore flying-boat to which I have referred had
four engines mounted one pair In tandem each side above the
hull between the main planes. It was the last of the series of biplane
flying-boats and was shortly to be replaced by the Short Empire
monoplane boat, which, in its service form., was later to be known
as the Sunderland. Four of these Singapores had started to fly out
to the Far East a few months before; except for one which had
crashed on a mountain in Sicily and was lost with all its crew,
the remainder reached Singapore in due course.

Cowes Regatta of 1935 was held In beautiful weather, and
most of the big racing yachts were competing during what was
really to be the last fully representative Cowes week in all its
glory. The King raced in Britannia, and, writing from memory,
the other J-class yachts out were Astra, Shamrock, Endeavour, West-
ward, Velsheda and Candida. The 12 and 8-metre class were
particularly strong and so were the smaller classes.

We owned Silvaplana, a 36-foot 25-knot motor-boat built by
Scott Paine's enterprising power-boat company of Hythe. In
handling this speed-boat I recaptured some of the thrills of my
early naval picket-boat days, and I found my family an excellent
and, by then, experienced crew. They each had their jobs, includ-
ing Nannie, whose seventeen years3 service with us had taught
her how to mend the cuts and bruises of the aquaplanists or
bathers, and also she knew what we liked to eat. In this day
cruiser, which had a comfortable cabin and a galley, we saw much
of the racing that season.

My racing in the X one-design class was not very successful;
something always happened to the tide or the wind if I ever found
myself well placed. It was what they called a very hot class, with
some most experienced and cunning helmsmen, of whom quite a
few were women. Still it was all good fun and a new experience,
for although I had sailed and raced the rather heavy boats of the
Navy, I had done very little of the real thing with these handy
little racing boats.

The R.A.F. had formed its own Yacht Club, of which I became
the Commodore, during my time at Coastal. The Headquarters
of the Club were at Calshot and races were started from the top of
the Castle. I was more successful with my X boat in the annual
regatta there, perhaps because there were not so many experts
competing. Blue Nose, a schooner from the Newfoundland fishing
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